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had done its job and I left it as it was, continuing to
fly it from time to time.
During the month of August the military com-
petition again got under way.    I did not fly any of
my ships this time, but the two pilots of our company
flew the S-io and S-n.   Among our competitors was
Mr. Gaber-Vlinsky, with whom I had had such a close
race the year before.    During one evening late in
August, I was walking from the Administration build-
ing towards the hangar.    The " Grand" was standing
outside surrounded by an eight-foot fence.   I stopped
within two or three hundred yards fronT the big ship
to look at Gaber-Vlinsky, who was flying about 1,000
feet high   on   his  pusher  bi-plane.    Watching   the
plane, I could see that something had gone wrong.   I
heard a distinct cracking noise, noticed pieces flying
away and a moment later saw a large dark object fall-
ing from the plane.   I soon recognized the engine with
the middle part of the propeller.   I watched it turn-
ing and falling until it hit the ground, apparently very
close to the " Grand."    I started to run towards the
place where his plane was gliding.   Somehow, Gaber-
Vlinsky succeeded in getting down safely, in spite of
the fact that the elevator controls were damaged.   And
when the plane crashed in a ditch on the side of the
field, by some exceptionally good luck, Gaber stepped
out unhurt.   I found him saying very excitedly what
he thought about his plane.    His speech was con-
vincing but unprintable.    Only after he had stepped
out of his cracked-up plane did he learn with great
surprise that the whole motor was gone.   While in the
air he had heard and felt that something was going to
pieces behind him, but he thought it was a propeller